Italians, many of them fresh from the Abyssinian
debacle. Chatting to a group of them was an immense
Ethiopian, a nephew of Ras Kasa; now all were united
against Fascism. The Germans were well represented,
again all types were included in the Thaelrnann Bat-
talion; brawny dockers from Hamburg, slight ascetic
types with strange energy of a set purpose, ex-Reichs-
wehr men who still retained something of the parade-
ground manner. In spite of its amazing diversity of
nationalities, one could not escape a strange feeling of
unity and purpose.
Lunch was plain but plentiful. Bean soup was
followed by stewed meat and pimentos. At Sarrii,
we always had salad or fresh fruit against scurvy, here
fresh vegetables could not be had, all was sent to the
Madrid front.
I noticed a slim, fair young man, with a slight stoop,
dressed in a greasy sweater, handing out wine-cups
to the French. I had an uncomfortable feeling I had
seen this youth before. His voice was no clue. He
spoke a fluent argot. I determined to find out.
"Camarade, vous etes Franfais?" The youth turned
round, "Good Godt more English." There was abso-
lute dismay in his voice, I recognized him, it was
Esmond Romilly, nephew of right-wing Winston
Churchill. Esmond and his brother Giles made news
when they introduced to Ptiblic Schools "Out of
bounds", the periodical plea for saner sex in schools.
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